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Dace upon a time, not too long ago, the planet 
Slobius was a clean, green pel ane to live. 
The INobians, as those who live on Mobius 

are called, lived in peace with each other 

and cared for the world they inhabited. 
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All of that changed with the arrival of the evil Dr. Robotnik and his gang of 
lluting robots. He took over as Dictator of the planet, ruling with an iron 
Rati from his headquarters in the city of Robotropolis. 

Of course, the Mobian people are not at all happy with life under the rule of 
Dr. Robotnik, especially since he makes them work around the clock in his 
smoke-spewing robot tactories. They know that Dr. Robotnik doesn't care how 
big a mess he makes of Mobius ... just as long as he can stay in charge. 


But the Mobians still have hope, for they know that hidden 
in the secret underground Knothole Village, a brave team of Freedom Fighters 
led by superfast and supercool Sonic The Hedgehog are fighting a constant 
battle to overthrow the evil Dr. Robotnik and his gang of diabolical robots. 
The Mobians know that someday the planet will be free again. 


One morning, deep underground in the hidden Knothole 
Village, Sonic The Hedgehog yawned and stretched. 


He was eager to begin another day of making Dr. Robotnik's life 


miserable, so the heroic hog wasted no time getting out of bed. 

“Today's the day | really dive superbogus Robotnik and his 
rotten robots up a tree!” Sonic thought to himself as he 
brushed his teeth superquick. 
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As he left his bedroom, Sonic met Princess Sally. “Where's Tails?” he asked impa- 
tiently. “It's time to harass the pants off Dr. Robotnik! I’d take you along, but this is 
a job too dangerous for a girl.” 

Ignoring Sonic's comment, Sally looked down at his feet, which were clad only 
in white socks. 

“| think even a he-man like you will need to finish dressing before heading out 
on any ‘too-dangerous-for-a-girl’ mission,” she said with a smile. 

“Well, | ... Omigosh!” Sonic replied as he noticed his error. “| was in such a hurry 
to get into action that | forgot to put on my supercool red sneakers!” He quickly 
returned to his room to get them, known agente Knothole Village as the shoes 
that never lose. 


Once in his room, Sonic moved aside piles of clothes and comic books and 
went straight to the spot he last remembered seeing his sneakers ... but they 
weren't there! 


The heroic hedgehog hopped from place to place in the room, scattering 
his eeraings this way and that as he searched frantically for the red 
sneakers. Before long, Sonic became nervous. 


Tails suddenly appeared in the room, eager as always to begin 
the day’s adventure. 

“Are you ready to go?” he said. “The early bird makes 
Robotnik squirm!” 

Sonic quickly replied, “Tails! You have to help me — | can’t find 
my red sneakers anywhere!” 


Looking around at Sonic's messy room, Tails could understand 
how even an elephant would get lost in there. But, because the 
small fox admired Sonic, he didn't say anything that might 
annoy Sonic about the need for better housecleaning. 


The two looked and looked, and although they found 
three half-eaten cookies (which Tails gladly disposed of while 
Sonic wasn't looking), a half can of soda, portions of 
Sonic’s strange-looking acorn collection, two right-hand 
gloves, a shirt that Sonic forgot he had, and even a 
partridge in a pear tree, they couldn't find the supercool 
red sneakers anywhere. 


“We're going to have to search the entire village,” Sonic exclaimed. 
“How can | be at my super-speedy best without my supercool red shoes?” 
On their out of Sonic’s room, he and Tails met Antoine. 


“Antoine!” Tai 
find them anywhere 
“I'm not surprised,” Antoine replied in his typical snotty manner. 
“Haven't | told you a hundred times to clean your room? You could lose an 
elephant in there.” 
Tails had to smile to himself, but suddenly turned serious when he saw that 
Sonic was not amused. In fact, Sonic was so worried about the situation that 
he couldn’t even come up with a wisecrack for wimpy Antoine. 


s said, “You have to help us find Sonic’s red sneakers. He can’t 


" 


Sonic began to wonder if perhaps the sneakers were not lost at all — 
but stolen! 

“Okay, time for a meeting!” Sonic exclaimed. Tails immediately began 
ringing the assembly bell. 

Soon, all the Freedom Fighters were together in the Knothole meeting hall. 

“I've called you all here because two things that are very important fo me 
and my feet are missing,” Sonic began. “And | think someone in this very 
room may have something to do with it.” 

The group looked at one another in shock. 


“| think you've finally run into one too many brick walls,” Sally said any 
“Believe me, I'll be epee than you when we finally get some shoes back on 
those feet of yours — | hayen't been able to breathe since you started walking 


around in your stocking feet.” 

Everyone laughed, but Sonic remained unusually serious. In fact, rather than 
firing back one of his usual lightning-quick wisecracks, he just waited for the 
group to finish enjoying Sally’s joke before continuing. 


“1'll put out the lantern for two minutes, and the person who took my shoes 
can place them on the table,” Sonic said. “I won‘t even ask who took them.” 
And with that, he blew out the lantern and the room became pitch-black. 

Sonic counted to himself until he was sure two minutes had past... 


.. then re-lit the lantern. 

When Sonic’s eyes adjusted to the brightness around him, 
he saw that the room was empty except for a note on the table. 
It said: “If you don't trust us, then maybe you don't need us. We'll handle 
Dr. Robotnik without you.” 
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A little later, above ground, the rest of the fearless Freedom Fighters made 
their way toward the city of Robotropolis. 

"This doesn’t feel right without Sonic here to lead us,” Boomer whispered. 
“He always seemed to know exactly what to do.” ra 

4 And he could lend a hand with this load ... argh!” Antoine whi 

“Well, he’s nothing but a stocking-footed sap now,” Sally said, alth 
secretly missed Sonic as well. “Besides, we have a job to do, Sonic or 
Sonic.” She gestured toward a tall pipe that spewed black smoke into the 
“It’s up to us to plug that giant eteucek with this big cork before it kills « 
the entire forest...” ae? 
“ and we can smoke out all the worker-bots inside and maybe find a clue 
to help us find Uncle Chuck, Muttski and Sally’s father, too!” Tails added 
eagerly as he streaked ahead. a 


‘Wait, Tails!” Sally yelled after him. “There may be...” 
But before the feisty heroine could finish, Tails tripped over a wire that 
sprung several traps. In a split second, everyone found themselves ensnared! 


“Oh no!” cried Sally. “Robotnik and his creeps will be here 
any moment now!” 

A low rumble could be heard in the distance. Dr. Robotnik 
was already on his way! 

“This is all my fault,” Tails said. “Like Sally always 
tells me — | have to learn to think before | act.” 


“Or think before you accuse,” said Sonic as he appeared from behind a 
tree with a basket of goodies. 

“Even with my Fcbulays footwear lost, I’m too noble and heroic a hog 
to let my Freedom Fighter Friends down,” Sonic said. “I can’t help it -— 
it’s just the way | am. In fact, | can remember my Uncle Chuck telling me many 
times that...” 

“Well, it's good to see you out and about,” Antoine broke in from his 
cramped quarters, “but do you think you could get us out of here and finish 
your story later?” 

“Oh sure,” Sonic calmly replied. “But actually, | brought you all some gifts 
that you really need right now.” 


The trapped Freedom Fighters gasped and looked at each other 


in amazement. 
“Can we do this another time?” Sally exclaimed. 
“Can't you hear Dr. Robotnik and his gang coming...2” 
“Don’t be so ungrateful!” Sonic said as fe unpacked his load. 
“Sally, here's a three-pound box of your favorite chocolates. 
Boomer, please accept this brand new baying ball. 
And for Antoine, a small but sharp pair of scissors for 
your tiny little mustache, as well 
ind the ais 
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Suddenly, Dr. Robotnik and his gang arrived on the scene. 
“So | have you all,” the fiendish villain cackled, “as well as 
a stocking Poted hedgehog. How does it feel to taste de-FEET! Ha-ha-HAA!” 


The ensnared group was about to become frantic when Sonic 
calmly asked, “Antoine, may | borrow your nifty, brand new moustache 
trimmer and ‘scope?” 

Antoine handed them to him, and Sonic immediately cut a hole 
in the net. 

“Ha-ha,” laughed Caterkiller as he advanced on the heroes. “You may 
free some of your friends, but we'll keep the little two-tailed fox!” 


~~ ‘away with his gang. 


“No you won't, oh wormy one!” Sonic replied, and freed his netted friends, which 
sent the big cork catapulting through the air, narrowly missing Dr. Robotnik in his 
hover-matic flying machine. 

“HA! Your aim is off, hedgehog!” Robotnik snickered. 

“Look again, chubby,” answered Sonic. 

Everyone turned to see the giant cork continue its flight, finally dropping right 
into the smoke-spewing chimney and plugging it with a plop. 

“Bullseye!” Tails shouted, 

te smoke, having no place else to go, filled the building until the walls began 
to bulge. 

“My beautiful factory!” Robotnik cried. “Everyone retreat! We have to save my 
beautiful factory!!!” 

“Get your blocks and start over,” Sonic snickered as he freed Tails, “and we'll 
wreck another one sooner than you can say ‘Robotnik is balder than a cue ball.” 

“ll get you yet, you goody no-shoes!” the foiled villain sputtered as he sped 


The next day, Sonic invited the group to his newly tidied room. 

“| hardly recognize the place!” Tails remarked. 

“Well, | think I’ve learned that a little housekeeping can be a lot of help...” 
Sonic confessed. “Because while | was cleaning, | found my supercool red 


a 


sneakers under the sheets of my b 
“Well | hope you also learned that you don’t need things like supercool shoes 
to be brave and clever,” Sally advised. “Just like | don’t need an expensive 
hair-do. You'd still have a crush on me even if | had a crew cut.” 
Sonic blushed, but then blurted out, “In your dreams!” 


“And | suppose you're wondering why everyone got a present but you,” 
Sonic said fo Tails. 

“Well ... maybe because | messed up again!” the small fox answered quietly. 
“No,” Sonic laughed, “it’s because | wanted to give you my supercool red 
cai If anyone could fill my shoes — though nobody val can — it would 

je you.” 

“Th-thanks, Sonic!” Tails said as he accepted the red shoes 
with a smile that stretched from pointed ear to pointed ear. 

“Stay in the low gears at first,” Sonic said. 

“Now can anyone come with me to buy some new shoes? 
I've worn out three pair of socks!” 
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Whooshing at the speed of sound, Sonic The Hedgehog roared 
through the woods of the planet Mobius, laughing as he dodged 
trees and boulders with the greatest of ease. Far behind, an angry 
swarm of Dr. Robotnik’s metallic morons gasped for breath as they 
tried to catch up. 
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“That bolt-head Robotnik is as dumb as they come,” Sonic 
chuckled to himself. “Does he really think he can build a robot that 
can catch me?” With that, Sonic became’a blue blur as he went into 
a Sonic Spin, 


“Speed, skill, and good looks,” Sonic thought aloud as he headed 
into his cave. “The keys to my success! Another job well done.” 
“T notice that you didn’t include brains in that list,” Prine 
said, appearing from the shadows of the cave. Sally was Sonic's 
good friend and fellow Freedom Fighter. She added, “You still have 
to learn to wipe the mud off of your shoes when you come in!” 
Sonic scowled as he mopped. “It’s hard enough to be heroic. 
Leave it to you to find something wrong with just about anything.” 
Princess Sally chuckled. “It’s no picnic keeping you in line either.” 


“Picnic!” they exclaimed together. 

“We nearly forgot that we have to meet the rest of the Freedom 
Fighters in the woods to try out Rotor’s surprise new invention,” 
Sonic said as he zipped around gathering supplies 

“And I’m in charge of bringing ketchup!” Sally exclaimed. “Poor 


Tails can’t eat anything without globs of ketchup on it!” 


They arrived to see the rest of the Freedom Fighters gathered 
around the picnic table, impatiently waiting for the tardy twosome. 
Antoine, the best cook in Knothole Village, was doing his best to 
keep everything warm. 

Sally said. “Sonic needed extra time to mop up.” 


“Sorry, gang!” S: 
“We can tell stories later,” Sonic said suddenly. “Can't you see that 


these people are hungry? Bring on the chili dogs, Chef Antoine!” 


Sonic ate all his food before the others and looked at the grill. 

“I see you've noticed my smogless portable grill, Sonic,” Rotor said 
with pride. “I call it the Smogsucker 2000. This dome on top has a 
suction device that draws the smoke up, through these tubes, and 
into this storage canister.” 

“Uh... that’s neat, I guess,” Sonic said. “But I was actually noticing 
that there’s still one more chili dog left to eat!” 


“Well Jam very impressed, Rotor,” Princess Sally said. “This is truly 
a wonderful surprise. Now Antoine can do his awesome cooking at 
our picnics without worrying about Robotnik or his rotten robot 
army seeing the smoke and breaking up the party!” 

“Hooray for Rotor!” Tails said. “Another great invention!” Everyone 
cheered “Hip hip, hooray” three times before getting ready to 
head back to the village. 


ince you and I made everyone wait, Sonic, the least we can do 
is carry Rotor’s special grill,” Sally said. 

“Tl carry the middle!” exclaimed Tails, always eager to help his 
idol, Sonic. 

“Oh, all right,” Sonic said. “Let’s just hurry up and get back—I’m 
hungry again. Load up the Smokesnorter thingy and...” 

“That’s Smogsucker 2000,” Rotor said as he handed the hefty load 
to Sonic. 


As they walked, the group found a basket on the path. It contained 
Solar Sugar Snap Snacks and a note that said, “I THINK YOU'RE KEEN!” 

Rotor picked it up and said, “How nice! I forgot it was my birthday!” 

Antoine sighed. “Your birthday is four months from now, Einstein.” 

Sonic quickly snatched it away. “It’s obviously for me. How many 
other brave, speedy, and handsome blue hedgehogs do you see here?” 

“There’s no name on this present, Mr. Humble,” said Sally. “It could 
be for any one of us! Everyone cover your eyes, and I'll hide it in the 
woods until we discover who it’s for.” 


Once back in the village, Sonic paced the floor. It was his turn to 
man the Spy-Scope, but he spent more time wondering where Sally 
hid the basket and about which of his super deeds had impressed 
his secret admirer the most. 


“Probably the time last week when I freed the workers at 
Robotnik’s Buzzbomber-making factory,” Sonic thought to himself, 
“That was radical!” 


In the meantime, in his room, Antoine was thinking the very same 
thing. “I wonder who this could be. Could it be Princess Sally, 
impressed with my bravery, heroism, and elegant cooking skills? 
Perhaps it was that amazing rescue I pulled off at Robotnik’s 
Buzzbomber-making factory last week.” 
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Back in the Spy-Scope room, Sonic cornered Tails. 
] “Tails, my buddy! My pal!” Sonic said, putting his arm around the 
small fox. “How would you like to take my turn at the Spy-Scope so 
Ican...uh... help Rotor clean his lab.” 
Normally, Tails would have jumped at the chance to do a favor for 
Sonic, but today he answered nervously. 
“Sorry, Sonic,” he replied. “But I have to...” 


“Are those flowers in your hand, Tails?” Sonic asked, then he fell to 
the floor laughing. “You think you have a secret admirer? Ha ha ha ha! 
Go ahead—say ‘hi’ to her from me. HA ha ha!” 
P 2 After Tails left, Sonic got up and dusted himself off. 


“I hope Tails doesn’t embarrass himself. He’s a good kid,” Sonic 
thought as he put his eye to the Spy-Scope. 

“What's this!” Sonic spied a message spelled out with rocks on a 
nearby hillside: “To my FAvoRITE FREEDUM FIGHTER—MEET ME AT Mup 
LAKE TODAY. FOLLOW THE TRAIL OF BASKETS AND YOU WILL FIND ME. I THINK 
YOU'RE KEEN!” 

“Not a very good speller,” Sonic said to himself. “Oh, my gosh! 
Bad speller or not, I can’t keep this poor girl waiting. Where are my 
clean socks? Maybe I should wear a tie!” 
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Meanwhile, in the dark fortress of Dr. Robotnik, the evil genius 
Ss 


scowled at a screen full of leaves. “Drat that do-gooder Princ 
Sally,” he hissed. “The hidden camera in that basket of goodies 
would have led us straight to Knothole Village if she’d returned with 
it instead of putting it behind a clump of bushes.” 
His bungling badniks, Cluck and Snively, bumbled into the room. 
“We finished the message on the hillside and made the trails just 
as you ordered, O fat one,” Cluck said. 
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“It took many baskets of goodies to show the way,” Snively reported. 
“Do you think we should be giving them all that stuff?” 

“You brainless buckets of bolts!” Robotnik thundered as he 
swatted his henchmen. “The brilliance of this plan is that they will all 
think the message is for them alone! Our goody trails will entice the 
wretched group to the lake, where waiting Buzzbombers will spring 
my trap! We'll return victorious with the captured Freedom Fighters!” 


Sonic arrived at the lake in record time and hid behind a small 
tree. Soon he noticed a girl sitting on a rock near the shore. 

“Time to turn on the famous Sonic charm!” he thought to himself 
as he approached the mysterious figure. When he zipped in front of 
her to say ‘hi,’ he saw Princess Sally! 


“It's you!” they both said, blushing. : 


Just then, Antoine came walking over a hill wearing his best 
uniform, and Tails appeared from another direction. 

“Well, except for Rotor, the gang’s all here,” Sonic said. 

“Actually, Rotor’s right behind me,” Antoine said, “and he brought his 


Smogsucker 2000 so I can cook for me and my secret... ah...” 
“You think Sally left the baskets and message for you?” Sonic 

exclaimed. vr 
“Wait!” Sally said. “I didn’t leave any baskets or message. <_ 


I thought...” 


“You all thought wrong!” roared Robotnik as he suddenly 
appeared, leading an enormous squad of Buzzbombers. “We’re your 
secret admirers! Get em, Buzzers!” 

“Uh-oh!” Tails shouted as he frantically pitched rocks at the 
swarming robots. “There’s too many of them for us to fight!” 

“And we're surrounded on all sides!” Antoine cried in a panic. 


“Never fear, Sonic’s here! Time to smoke out some badniks!” With 
that, the quick-thinking blue bolt of bravery yanked the cap off the 
Smogsucker 2000 storage tank and became a blue blur, spinning wild 
circles that sent thick smoke billowing in all directions. 

The confused Buzzbombers began to crash into one another. Some 
fell into the lake, where they scattered in a burst of sparks. 

Sensing that he may be next to fall into the water, Robotnik retreated. 


“Cough-cough, Blast you furry fools!” Robotnik bellowed as he 
zipped away. “That—hack-ack-wasn't fair! I’m supposed to be the 
sneaky one here!” 

“All is fair in love and war . . . and this is war!” Sonic called as he 
scooped up Antoine’s picnic basket and headed home with the other 
Freedom Fighters. 


Once safely back in Knothole Village, it was time to sort out the 
situation. 

“I bet you’re sorry to discover that I’m not your secret admirer, 
aren't you, Sally,” Sonic said with a gleam in his eye. 

“T never thought it was you, Mr. Humble,” Sally replied. 
“Remember, I saw the same message as everyone else. Leave it to a 
Robotnik-made badnik to misspell ‘freedom’. Still, it's too bad you 
boys don’t dress like this every day. You look so nice in your ties.” 


“You mean they all look nice in my ties, Princess Sally,” Antoine 
said in a huff. “Now, would you both please return them and stay 
out of my closet in the future?” 

“Here, Ant,” Sonic said as he tugged off the neckwear. “I don’t 
ever want to get tied down anyway.” 
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In the Great Forest of the planet Mobius, the brave Freedom 
Fighters were listening to Antoine, their record keeper. “As you can 
see by this chart,” Antoine reported, “Dr. Robotnik and his bully 
Badniks have been quiet lately.” 

“Maybe he’s ready to give up!” piped in Tails, the two-tailed fox. 
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Sonic The Hedgehog, the lightning-quick leader of the Freedom 
Fighters, tapped his foot impatiently. He knew that the evil genius, 
Dr. Robotnik, wouldn’t stop until everyone on the planet 
was roboticized. 

“We'll be hearing from him soon,” Sonic warned. “Robotnik still 
has plenty of tricks up his metal sleeve. You can count on that!” 


Suddenly a muffled BOOM sounded from far away. “Y’all hear that 
thunder?” asked Bunnie Rabbot, the half-robot Freedom Fighter. 

The ground shook as another BOOM followed. “But there isn’t a 
cloud in the sky,” observed Rotor. 

“Sounds like trouble,” Princess Sally said. 

“Sorry, Antoine, I’ll have to look at your charts later!” said Sonic, 
and the blue blur streaked away. 


‘A few seconds later Sonic was at the gates of Robotropolis. He 
stopped in front of a giant smoke-belching machine that was 
slamming pieces of metal into the ground with loud and steady 
BOOMS! It seemed to be building a huge wall! “I don’t like the looks 
of this machine,” Sonic said to himself. “Or the smell . . . phew!” 


The rest of the Freedom Fighters caught up to Sonic. They 
watched in horror as the machine scooped up trees from the Great 
Forest and replaced them with a wall. 
y ad “Wh-what do you think it’s for?” Tails asked. 
Bo “I don’t know, but it’s making the ground shake like a 


Mobius-quake,” answered Sally. 
. 


Suddenly the evil Dr. Robotnik appeared with his wimpy assistant, 
6 Snively. “Welcome to my construction site,” Robotnik called. “As you 
can see, Robotropolis is expanding!” 
“I knew you’d show your creepy face soon,” Sonic said. “Take 
your overgrown toy and go home!” 


“This will be my home, you pesky rodent,” Robotnik replied. “The 
Wall-Upper 3000 is unstoppable! Before long, it will encircle the 
Great Forest with a giant wall. Then I'll set a huge dome over it to 
keep out the annoying sun.” 

“Allow me to demonstrate,” Robotnik continued, pulling up a 
flower and covering it with his hard hat. 

“Without sunshine and fresh air, all the plants and trees will wither 
away!” Sally said. 


“Let's see how your bucket of bolts handles a Sonic Spin!” the 
hedgehog said, launching himself at the mess-making monster. 

The Freedom Fighters gasped as Sonic bounced off the machine. 
“Hey .. . that smarts!” Sonic said as he brushed himself off. 

“The only smarts you'll ever have,” Snively said with a sneer. 


“It’s only a matter of time now!” Robotnik said. “The Great Forest 
will be mine!” 

“We won't let y’all get away with this!” said Bunnie. 

“My Swatbots and Buzzbombers will see to it that you don’t 
interfere,” Robotnik said, waving his hand. A swarm of Badniks 
quickly appeared and began to chase the Freedom Fighters. 
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“Uh-oh,” Tails said nervously. “There’s too many of them to fight!” 

“T suggest-a hasty retreat,” Antoine said as he ran away. 

“Antoine’s right,” shouted Sally. “We need to go home and come 
up with a plan! Let’s go!” 

But Sonic wasn’t ready to give in. Sally had to drag him away. 


The speedy Freedom Fighters easily scrambled to safety through 
an underground tunnel to the secret entrance of Knothole Village. 

In the meeting hall, the group discussed their strategy. “That’s the 
biggest and loudest machine Robotnik’s ever made,” Rotor said. 

“My normally foolproof Sonic Spin didn’t even dent that 
contraption,” Sonic said. “Maybe I should have had a bigger 
breakfast this morning.” 


“There's still time to help the animals escape the Great Forest 
before they’re trapped inside the wall,” Antoine said. 
“But they won't be able to hide from Robotnik outside the forest,” 


ES Sally said. 
ma Sonic jumped onto the table, a determined look on his face. “We 
; won't let it happen!” he said. “Bees need flowers, and birds need 
trees. And what would I be without hedges?” 


“Just a hog,” Sally quickly answered. 
“And we can’t have that!” Sonic exclaimed. “Okay, team, I have 


an idea how to scrap Robotnik and his tree-crunching machine.” 

Sonic zipped around the room gathering up paper, paints, and 
brushes. “But in order for my plan to work,” he went on, “we need 
a way to get rid of the Swatbots.” 


“I know!” said Sally. “We can magnetize Robotnik’s metal wall 
with Rotor’s giant magnet. The wall would become a super magnet, 
and when the metal Swatbots come close to the wall—ZAP—they’d 
be out of the picture!” 

“Great idea, Sally,” Sonic said. “And speaking of pictures, Bunnie, 
we'll need you to draw some of your famous landscapes.” 


“How are pictures going to stop that machine?” asked Antoine. 

“The fake scenery will fool it into following the path we want it to 
take,” answered Sonic. “When I bounced off that bucket of bolts, I 
saw that its computerized eyes were following a route that Robotnik 
created for it.” 


Later that day Sonic, Antoine, and Sally pulled a heavy wagon 
with a chest of Golden Rings—the bait they hoped would trap 
Robotnik—to the Wall-Upper 3000. 

“The wall is almost halfway around the Great Forest,” Antoine 
exclaimed. “We'll have to work quickly!” 


Robotnik and Snively were busily planning future robot factories 
when they noticed the Freedom Fighters approaching. 

“We want to make a deal, Robotnik,” Sonic said. “Your machine is 
just too tough for us to beat. If you stop building the wall, we'll give 
you this chest full of Golden Rings.” 


“It could be a trick,” Snively whispered to Robotnik. 

“But I'll be trickier,” Robotnik whispered back. “As soon as the 
chest is open, you check it for a trap. Then I’ll command the 
Swatbots to surround those troublesome freedom-lovers.” 

“Okay, Freedom Flunkies,” Robotnik said to Sonic with a big smile. 
“It’s a deal. Give me the chest and I'll turn off the Wall-Upper 3000.” 


Robotnik and Snively moved closer to the chest of Golden Rings. Ss 
“HA! The joke’s on you, suckers!” Robotnik said. “I'll swipe the 
Golden Rings and take you all prisoner—Swatbots, attack!” 

Badniks appeared from everywhere. They surrounded the 
Freedom Fighters and backed them up against the wall. 


“I know a better joke, baldy,” Sonic said, and then whistled loudly. 

At the signal, Rotor popped up from beneath the Golden Rings 
with his giant magnet. He flicked a switch, and the magnet pulled 
him and the wagon right to the metal wall. 


Dr. Robotnik and his metal Badniks were drawn onto the magnetized 
wall. They were stuck like bugs on flypaper! 

Antoine and Sally quickly pulled a net from the chest and dropped ff 
it over Robotnik’s nonmetallic lackey, Snively. 

“Now it looks like you’re up against the wall!” Sonic shouted as he 
quickly reclaimed the Golden Rings. 

“Maybe, but you still haven't stopped my unstoppable Wall-Upper 
3000,” Robotnik taunted. 


“Just watch. Now it’s up to Tails,” Sonic said, and whistled again. 
The speedy fox zipped from behind a tree and darted in front of the 
massive Wall-Upper 3000. He held Bunnie’s fake scenery in front of 
the machine’s glaring electronic eyes. 

The Wall-Upper may have been big, but it wasn’t very smart. It 
was fooled by the pictures and zigged left... and zagged right . . . 
then left again . . . until it toppled over a cliff to its doom. 


Back at Knothole Village, the Freedom Fighters celebrated their 
victory. “I wish I could have been there,” Bunnie said, laughing. 

“You would have stuck to the wall just like Robotnik,” Sally said. 

“Using my giant magnet was a great idea, Sally,” Rotor said. “How 
did you think of it?” 

“T hate to take all the credit,” Sonic interrupted. “But I’m sure it 
was my magnetic personality that inspired her.” 
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